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MOB LAWYER'S CURVES 


Dane Bradshaw 


I’m the mob attorney who never takes sides. I’ve got dirt on 
everybody and it helps keep the peace, most of the time. 


When I find out an old acquaintance has been set up, I 
know it’s time to set things straight, but once I see his step 
daughter Sophie, I know the case is going to be more 
complicated than that. 


I know instantly that Sophie is more than just a passing 
phase, more than just a younger woman for an older guy 
who needs it more than ever. I think Sophie needs some 
extended pro bono work, in the downstairs, baby making 
department. And I’m just the legal and physical dynamo to 
deliver the goods. 


Case closed. 


Sophie Falon 


I feel my heart jump into my throat when the cop points me 
out to him, and god help me if he doesn’t start walking 
straight toward me, a low growling sound emanating from 
him, filling the whole corridor. 


I’m wondering if this guy’s just a perve, but the intense look 
he’s giving me is saying something else. 


Making me feel something else. If he’s a pervert, I’m a 
convert. Count me in. 


*Mob Lawyer's Curves is a SHORT  insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 


and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 
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CHAPTER ONE 


ophie 


Downtown at the police station isn’t my idea of three a.m. 
fun. Sleep is where I should be, but my stepdad’s in trouble 
and I’m waiting until they let me see him. 


Ifthey let me see him. 


Looking up from my phone, the whole corridor looks like it’s 
moving further away, with one man moving closer. Like one 
of those suspense movie action shots. 


I nearly drop my phone, and instinctively open my legs for 
some reason, making a clear biological signal to this 
incredible man approaching that I’m definitely open for 
business. 


Our eyes meet and he inhales deeply as he cocks his head 
slightly, giving the look of someone who’s just seen 
something he wants. 


Needs. 


I’m finding out my white on white skirt and matching blouse 
develop a see through quality when wet. Getting caught in 
a downpour moments from the police station was the 
second highlight of my night, next to dad being arrested. A 
friendly cop lent me a blanket, but it itches, so I let it fall off 
me. 


I’m wondering if this guy’s just a perve, but the intense look 
he’s giving me is saying something else. 


Making me feel something else. If he’s a pervert, I’m a 
convert. Count me in. 


He must be at least six three, built like a linebacker, 
popping out of his see through white dress shirt, his 
business slacks straining against what looks like legs of a 
stallion, and a forward facing leg to match. 


Guy’s fucking packing alright... 


Jesus, did it just get hot in here? I’m glad my dress is 
soaked, because I think I just made a puddle in my seat. 


Holy fucking shit, this guy’s incredible. The classic tall dark 
and makes-you-want-to-fuck-yourself-on-the-spot 
handsome. 


He stops to ask a cop something, then looking extra mean 
at the reply, he clenches the novelty sized briefcase I barely 
noticed extra hard, his whole upper body tensing like a rack 
of ribs as he clutches at it. 


I feel my heart jump into my throat when the cop points me 
out to him, and god help me, if he doesn’t start walking 
toward me, a low growling sound emanating from him, 
filling the whole corridor. 


I want to cross my legs, but it’s like his steely, dark eyed 
look is just prying them open from twenty feet away, drawn 


by an invisible line which I can feel, not see the closer he 
gets. 


He can fill my corridor anytime... 


I feel myself wiggling in my seat, the itch from the blanket 
nothing compared to the itch I’m feeling somewhere 
special. 


So not like me, I never even look at myself changing or in 
the shower, but this guy, he’s bringing out the animal in me. 
It might be the late hour, or the scent he gives off the closer 
he gets, like the woods after a rain, but I feel my eyes 
widening and my breath shudder when he’s close enough to 
touch. 


I can literally feel the heat pouring off him, like vapor from 
gasoline, running along the floor and straight up into my 
aching mound. 


He opens his mouth to say something, but I make an 
involuntary sound first, a sort of whimpering moan, like a 
girl who just sat on something hard and blunt but didn’t 
mind at all. 


He studies me for a moment, looking me up and down 
approvingly. That low sound returns, only this time I can 
feel it moving from his body, up through the seat into mine, 
broadcasting his intentions with sound, a vibration. The 
frequency of the alpha male calling his mate to him. 


Not asking. Not even telling. 
Summoning. 


I feel myself squeezing my legs together, the dampness 
inside me creating a warm slickness of my own, which I feel 
somehow proud of in his presence, to the point that a part 


of me wants to spread myself wide open, lift my skirt and 
show him. 


See what you made me do, you naughty man, now what are 
we going to do about it. 


But I feel frozen with self-doubt. Disbelief mixed with my 
own loathing. Nothing good ever happens to me, and this 
must be some kind of wind up. A guy this hot belongs on the 
cover of a magazine, not growling at a fat chick in the lobby 
of a downtown police station in the early hours. 


But he is here, and his eyes register something as he looks 
at me. He’s reading my mind, feeling my doubt and it’s 
hurting him somehow. 


He’s sad that I’m down on myself, because...? 


Because he really is attracted to me. Instantly, and in the 
way that he doesn’t just want to say ‘hi’. He wants to 
change the way I walk and the way I sit for the next few 
days. 


Longer term, in the brilliant white shine of his eyes I see his 
future. A reflected short, plump wife on his arm. His 
brilliant white smile gleaming as he tells her how much he 
loves her yet again, kissing her tenderly as his huge hand 
cups her chest. 


I hear myself gasping aloud, my own hand gripping my 
right boob, my nipple like a damned stake, sticking out from 
some undead, unholy creature of the night who craves 
feeding on just one thing. One thing only right now... 


“Dane Bradshaw, Attorney.” He says. His voice is smoke, 
pine tar and maple syrup, all at once. I feel my whole body 
jerk as a thick line of moisture is pressed from my swollen 
valley, feeling like it’s about to burst if he doesn’t touch me 
there, like right fucking now. 


A detective pokes his head around the door next to where 
I’m sitting. 


“Sophie? C’mon through...” 


“T haven’t finished yet,” Dane sneers, his voice like gravel as 
he shoots the detective a vicious look. 


“Finished? You haven’t started. It’s three a.m. buddy... I 
gave up all my fucks given about eleven, yesterday. Now, if 
you'll excuse me... your royal highness...” 


I swear Dane’s gonna kill the guy, I look at him with 
pleading eyes, begging him not to get mad. Begging him to 
touch me instead, to claim me as his own. 


I’ve just laid eyes on him, and although I don’t know how, I 
already know I’m somehow going to be all his. 


Forever. 


CHAPTER TWO 


D i 


“She’s mine.” I shout at the detective. 
“Excuse me?” 


“She’s my client,” I correct myself grudgingly, letting my 
eyes trace over her face, and down to her chest. 


Did she grab at her own chest just now? 


Her stiffening rivets for nipples showing through her flimsy 
white blouse are enough to make me emit another low 
growling sound. The detective shrugs, blind to the fact he’s 
in the presence of a living goddess. 


“You’re that mob attorney aren’t ya?” He says, sizing me up 
with a smirk. One I’d happily remove for him, pro bono, free 
of charge. 


“Technically, she’s your client’s stepdaughter.. but 
whatever buddy. I’ll be back in two minutes. You can see 
your dad then, Sophie.” 


And he leaves us. Finally, I’m alone with her again. At the 
sight of another man anywhere near her, my reflex was to 
put him down, to wipe that smile off his face and then claim 
her, right on the spot over that shiny plastic seat, make her 
struggle to keep a grip on it as I fuck her so hard from 
behind until she wails her climax with my fat cock deep 
inside her. 


I breathe in her scent, her natural long blond hair still wet 
from the rain, it’s mixed with something else. My own keen 
sense of smell picks up on the hint of her own sweet 
arousal. Her own wetness making my dick twitch in my 
pants as I fight the urge not to reach out and touch her. 


I move closer to her, socially awkward close but I have to 
get closer to her, I must. My heart’s pounding against my 
ribs like a hammer, so loud I can hardly hear myself speak. 


“You’re wet,” is all I can manage, not even trying to hide the 
sound of my own inhalation, my nostrils flaring like a beast’s 
as I linger over her, saturating myself in her scent. 


Wanting to own it. Needing to merge with it. Planning to 
add my own scent to it, my all with her everything. She 
shudders at the sound of my voice, reacting with her own 
body as I lean in closer, the growl escapes me again. I can’t 
help it. She’s drawing it out of me. 


Her own breath catches again as my tone sounds its 
intention, a beast about to claim what’s rightfully his. About 
to mark my territory to include her and her alone. 


“Uh huh...” 
“Cop told me you’re Mickey Falon’s kid.” 
“Pm nota kid... I’m nineteen.” 


I stifle a groan. 


“But you're his... daughter?” I ask, remembering now. It 
was a long time ago, but yeah, he has a daughter. I feel a 
stab in my chest when she looks angry, upset. 


My jaw clenches tighter, and I feel like I’m losing her 
already. 


I should’ve known better, what’s a girl like this gonna see 
in- 


Wait. Is she looking at my cock... ? 
Yep. 


If I can stop sounding like a wild animal, I might actually get 
to talk to her some more, but there’s just something about 
her that makes me switch to beast mode. It also makes me 
come across as something of a mean sounding asshole. But 
I’m not. She just makes me feel so... 


“Dad didn’t say anything about an attorney, not yet. I was 
his one phone call. Are you court appointed?” she asks 
suspiciously. 


“Not exactly,” I say, feeling suddenly exposed as my dick 
continues its ‘look Dane! I can get up at three a.m.’ act. 


Her eyes are dancing between mine and my newfound 
embarrassment, but her coy smile lets me know she’s not 
embarrassed. Far from it. She actually gasps again, biting 
her lower lip, and she shudders another expectant breath. 


If we were anywhere else, I’d probably just reach right out 
and kiss her. But I can’t do that, I’m Mickey Falon’s 
attorney. 


Once I tell him that I am anyway. 


On the other hand, maybe dad can rot in hell and Dane 
Bradshaw, attorney at law, can make his exit with the girl of 


his dreams. We can start our new life together tonight. 


But no. I have a job to do, and she’s right. Mickey didn’t call 
me. I’m the self-appointed attorney, I heard through the 
grapevine he’d been hauled in and I saw my chance, so I 
seized it. 


If I'd known she’d be here. If I’d known she was the one? I 
don’t know what might have been only what’s right in front 
of me, and what I’m seeing is what I want. The rest of the 
world can burn for all I care. 


“Then, if you’re trying to drum up business... we really can’t 
afford-” 


“No win, no fee.” I tell her suddenly, not wanting this to 
steer itself anywhere near the point where I have to leave 
this police station without her. 


“And trust me, once your dad sees me, he’ll be glad I’m 
here.” 


Her curious suspicion, mixed with her primal physical 
interest still isn’t enough to let down her guard for her dad 
a hundred percent. 


She’s loyal. She’s a family girl. 
She’s perfect. 


“Trust a lawyer, huh?” she muses, shooting me another sexy 
smile as her eyes stray south once again. If this goes on 
much longer, I’m gonna be knocking things off tables every 
time I turn around, this pole of mine has developed a mind 
of its own in her presence. 


I shoot my hand out, trying to distract myself, but to also 
break the ice officially. I need to get in to see her dad, but 
now I need her too, more than anything else. 


“Deal? TIl represent your dad, no fee. And after this 
interview, you buy me breakfast...” 


She flushes crimson, “Breakfast? That’s a little forward isn’t 
it?” she asks, and I can tell she’s trying not to look down 
again, but it’s practically level with her face anyway. 


“Coffee then,” I growl, needing something to get me 
through the next hour or so, just until I can be alone with 
her again. 


“Alright.” She says nervously, “Coffee, and please. Just get 
my dad out of here...” 


CHAPTER TAREE 


ophie 


Getting the call from dad, telling me he’s been arrested for 
stolen property and bribery charges then resisting arrest... 
of course I worried. 


But seeing Dane, that’s changed everything. How I feel 
about dad’s arrest, but mostly how I feel inside now. About 
myself. 


I’m the first to tell anyone I’m no looker, that’s for sure and 
when a guy looks me up and down, it’s usually followed by a 
smart ass comment or a nasty face. I quit college because of 
all the pranks and name-calling behind my back and to my 
face. But Dane, he’s the first guy who actually looks not only 
interested, he’s putting off some serious charge. 


“TIl go on in now and see your dad, okay? Give us a while 
and then Ill come get you when it’s time to come in,” Dane 
says, his authority unquestionable. 


This is good, I tell myself, but for a girl who can get down on 
herself quickly, it only takes a few seconds without Dane’s 


reassuring look to convince me I’m imagining the whole 
thing. After all, it’s like three in the morning and I’ve had 
maybe an hour or two of sleep tops. I was up late writing a 
paper for school. The new college I attend, online. It’s 
isolating and chicken of me, I know, but it means I can focus 
on my work and not get teased for being who I am naturally. 


I breathe in deep to get some air and focus but all I can 
smell is the woodsman scent of Dane, mixed with the deep 
sound from behind the thick wooden door that’s his voice, 
talking to my dad. 


I lean against the door after checking nobody’s around, a 
janitor down the hall is facing the other way, his ear buds in 
miles away. 


I can’t hear much, and in the process of trying to adjust 
myself to hear something, my chest leans on the handle, 
pressing it down and in seconds, I’m tumbling into the 
interview room, hands both stretched out in front of me. 


Dane’s standing up, leaning over the table with his back to 
me, and I watch in horror as both my hands plummet 
towards his firm ass, which is sticking out some as he leans 
over. 


I feel his whole body and his perfect tooshie tense as I 
instinctively grab hold of it. His back tenses too and once he 
realizes it’s me, with a cocking of his head, I get that low 
growl of satisfaction coming from him again. I let out a 
ridiculous sound, like a large mammal in estrus begging to 
be taken by the nearest alpha male. 


“Jesus, Sophie! What are you doing?” My dad exclaims, 
looking twice and sidelong at both Dane and me, his whole 
face a question that’s more than just ‘what are you doing 
bursting in like that?’ 


I linger holding Dane’s ass for way too long, his satisfied 
grin and no attempt to even move away from the situation 
has my dad looking more suspicious than anything in a split 
second. 


“What’s going on here, Dane? I see you’ve already met my 
daughter by the looks of it.” 


Dane’s laughter is like the rest of him. Strong, deep and a 
little dark. He holds up both his hands in surrender to my 
dad’s question and turns to face me, letting the intensity of 
his eyes flare once my eyes meet his. 


That’s one ass grab I owe you... 


It’s as clear as if he were talking aloud, but I can hear him 
in my mind, communicating with me through his eyes and 
with his body. 


“Thanks Sophie, for the push, but I just need a few more 
minutes with your dad, just a couple. Okay?” His dark eyes 
twinkle as he says the last part and I feel my heart flutter 
and my face get as hot and red as the other parts of my 
body that just being near Dane light up. 


“Sorry daddy, I was just... how you doin’? You need 
anything?” I ask, changing the subject quickly as I linger in 
the half open doorway behind me. 


“Tm alright baby,” dad says, sounding tired, and worn out. 
“A coffee or a soda would be great. They’ve had me here for 
three hours, not even a damned glass of water.” he 
protests, his face looking to Dane, compounding his case for 
hardships already endured. 


“TIl be out in a minute, Sophie,” Dane says again, his tone a 
little firmer, giving my chest a new edge of stiffness against 
the now chilly fabric of my blouse. The heat from his body 
still on my hands, I fight the urge to rush to the ladies room, 


to smear myself with it. To palm fuck myself with his 
warmth, and his scent. 


No. It has to be his hands all over me, not mine, that’s not 
the same. His hands, his mouth... all over me... inside me... 


I stifle another moan and both Dane and my dad look at me 
through the remaining crack in the door before it closes. 


Dane’s growl echoes in my mound, and my dad’s eyes just 
look plain worried, and not about him being in jail either. 


Dane Bradshaw is on the prowl. The hunt is on and I can 
feel it all the way inside me. An idiot could see the 
attraction between us, but I hope it’s not me that’s the idiot 
by screwing this up. 


I want Dane to claim me now more than anything else. 


I’m almost ashamed to say it, but I want him to get me off 
more than him getting my dad off. Off his charges that is. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


D i 


“Alright, Bradshaw. You got your wish... Mr. Falon wants to 
see you for a moment, and then his daughter. If I wasn’t so 
damned tired, I’d say something, but knock yourself out.” 


I grind my jaw, forcing my own silence past the detective 
until I can get in the interview room, alone with Mickey 
Falon. 


“You!” he says, surprised but not surprised, “Is Sophie still 
here? I called her...” 


“She’s here.” I tell him, putting my briefcase on the table, 
“but it’s me you really want to see, isn’t it Mickey?” 


He looks down at his hands, one of them still cuffed to the 
rail of the stainless steel table underneath the blaring 
fluorescent light. 


“T didn’t ask you to come here, Dane. I don’t need your 
help.” He murmurs, trying to convince himself it's true. 


Mickey and I are well acquainted, but from a long way back. 
We both still remember it like it was yesterday. Although 
he’s let himself go somewhat. Me, I’ve kept in shape at 
least. 


“It’s like history repeating, isn’t it?” I ask him thoughtfully, 
not meaning to sound like a complete asshole, but 
perfecting my delivery nonetheless. 


“Was it... twenty five years ago?” I tease him. It was about 
twenty years ago, after Mickey knocked up that Governor’s 
daughter. What was her name...? 


“I was innocent then and I’m innocent now, dammit!” He 
snarls, “You should know yourself... the way things go when 
someone wants somebody else to take the fall. I was set up, 
plain and simple.” 


“A set up, huh?” I muse aloud, recalling as best I can the 
first time I found out what it feels like to really own 
somebody. In the favors department anyway. 


Mickey was innocent, then and most likely now too. He’s 
one of the strangest fringe dwellers in the criminal 
underworld. ‘Too damned nice’ a few of my other clients 
have reported. But he’s no snitch and can do what he’s told, 
being useful to plenty of folks on a lot of different teams. 


Looks like history has repeated though, and one team wants 
Mickey to go down instead of one of their own. 


“Resisting arrest though?” I ask him, glancing over the 
sheet from my briefcase. 


“I fell,” Mickey retorts, “the street was wet and I slipped, 
my hand may have grazed his face...” 


“When he was trying to cuff you...? Tsk, tsk Mickey. This 
doesn’t look good. I mean, I can’t just wave a magic fucking 


wand here. You'll likely be here until tomorrow, maybe the 
next day.” I tell him, knowing the courthouse is backed up, 
even for bail hearings. The missing skin from his right 
knuckles looking like more than a glancing blow too. With 
his priors for assault and a felony bribery charge... he’s a 
bad risk, even on a good day. 


“Fuck you,” Mickey says, his face turning to stone. “I’ll get 
another lawyer, one who doesn’t come in here with his fist 
ready-made and a god damned-” 


I lean in close, meeting his eyes with mine. Watching his 
widen as my Own narrow in time with my patience. 


“You need me Mickey, and I’m here in good faith. No win, 
no fee...” I growl, laying more of an ultimatum than a deal 
on the table for him. 


“And if you do get me off? What then, like what happened 
last time... when I was your bitch for a year, two?” 


“TIl just need your signature...here, Mickey. Then I can get 
to work. I’ll get you out, no problems, but like I said. It 
might take a day... maybe two. 


Plenty of time to claim that sweet daughter of yours too. 
Maybe even whisk her away, forever. 


Sophie. Mine. 
Forever. 


Her name in my mind, I feel my face relaxing, my whole 
body giving in to the thought of her. I was firm with her just 
now, before I came in. I like it when she does as she’s told... 
and I can tell she likes being told what to do even more. 


But before I can even finish my thought, the door swings 
open and I feel her smooth soft hands tighten like claws, 
grabbing onto my own ass as she topples into the room. 


I fight the urge to laugh, to turn and pick her up in my 
arms. To squeeze her round softness against my hard body. 
To feel the warmth of her breath on my lips before I press 
mine firmly over hers. My growl of approval, my glance over 
my shoulder meeting hers. Mickey watching on, pegging 
that I’m not just here for his case. 


He knows the sound of an alpha male, staking his claim. 
Every guy does, and if he’s not an alpha? Then get out of my 
way, I have a job to do. Just as nature intended. 


I tell Sophie to wait outside again, thrilled that she couldn’t 
keep herself away from me, even for a few minutes. It’s how 
I feel now too. Until I can claim her, be inside her and take 
her as my own, fill her with my seed. IIl not rest and I'll 
fight any man who tries to stop me until the job’s done. 


After that? Well. I think Sophie is more than just a passing 
phase. I think Sophie needs some extended pro bono work, 
in the downstairs, baby making department. And I’m just 
the legal and physical dynamo to deliver. 


I point to the dotted line after asking Sophie to step out 
again and Mickey sighs, signing his only chance at help over 
to me. I know he’s got nothing otherwise and a court 
appointed attorney would be plea bargaining, not 
petitioning for a dismissal as well as damages. 


Mob lawyer, yes. Feared, respected, and connected 
attorney with more clout than the D.A? Hell yes. 


“Good choice Mickey.” I smile, blowing on the ink from my 
fountain pen to dry it. “Pll be back tomorrow with an 
update. I’ll put together your bail case. You wanna see 
Sophie now?” I ask, cocking my brow in question, seriously 
recommending with my body over his that he doesn’t. Not 
really. 


“Maybe just for a minute,” he says, and I grunt. 


“One minute,” I whisper hoarsely into Sophie’s ear, 
transmitting the urgency of my own need for her up close 
as I brush past her, holding the door open. 


“Then you owe me that breakfast.” 


And at least one, firm ass grab. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


ophie 


“A day or two?” I exclaim, my voice rising in pitch and 
volume. 


Two days with Dane Bradshaw! 


I hate myself for thinking it, but it’s the first thing that 
occurs to me as dad tells me it could take a while to arrange 
his bail. 


“I know honey,” he explains, nervously fidgeting, “Just a 
little longer and I'll be out, you’ll see. Everything will be 
alright...” 


His eyes don’t want to tell the same story his mouth is, and I 
can tell he’s as nervous about me being out there, in the 
outside world alone with Dane Bradshaw as he is about 
being stuck in the can. Alone. 


Before I have much of a chance to even let it all sink in, the 
same detective comes back in, a swift, fake smile as he 


checks out my very wet rack, then frowns the further down 
his eyes travel. 


I get that a lot. 


“I hate to break this up, but we uh... need the room... 
You’re off to your other luxury accommodation, Falon. We 
gotta interview some other charming citizens, but we trust 
you'll enjoy your stay.” 


I wish Dane would punch him now, I even want to deck the 
guy. What a creep. 


Dad shrugs and does his best to keep a brave face, and I’m 
ushered out by a manila folder wielding detective who 
probably doesn’t want me to see my dad humiliated any 
further. But he’s still a creep. 


Turning myself out of the doorway, I bump right into Dane, 
who’s towering over the small space, having been pacing 
across the doorway. Keeping guard himself. 


“Are you alright? We should probably go...” 
We? 


“You owe me breakfast...” Dane informs me, matter of fact 
with the first hint of his panty-dropping, winning smile. 


The real Dane Bradshaw. 


He herds me down the hall with his huge arm, the other 
just inches from my back. 


I’m flattered, even thrilled to be so close to him again, but 
it’s still a bit of a shock, seeing dad in jail. 


Once we get to the foyer of the station, he can tell I’m 
upset. He stops suddenly, frowns and takes both my elbows 
in his huge hands, making me feel like a wounded bird. 


“Sophie? Your dad’s going to be alright, I promise,” he 
assures me. His deep voice and sincere eyes could convince 
any jury that whoever it was, whatever they did or didn’t 
do, he’d tell them how to think. How to best use their guilty 
or innocent card, depending on what he wanted them to 
believe. 


What was their crime again? Who cares! Just tell me what 
to do and say Dane... and let me catch an eyeful of that 
front man pouch again... please! 


Sigh. 
“Sophie?” 
“Huh...?” 


“Uh... Breakfast? I know it’s almost four a.m. but I know a 
place... Shall we?” 


He holds his arm out like a gentleman, which I feel my 
trembling hand rest on, like it’s the safest, most natural 
place for me to be right now. 


What I’d like to be doing? I don’t even have words in my 
mind for what I want him to do to me, what I suddenly want 
to do to him, but I have a very vivid imagination. 


“My car’s this way,” he says, and for the first time since 
meeting him, I hear an edge in Dane’s voice. Like he’s 
maybe even a little nervous too. It makes me feel better, 
and proves to me that I’m not imaging this crazy energy 
zipping between us. 


He has a car that looks more like a tank in the dark, all 
shiny and wet. Sleek. Like Dane. 


“Mob lawyer, Huh?” I tease him, not being able to help it, 
then realize I probably shouldn’t say stuff about things I 
don’t understand. 


Dane shoots me a look that tells me just that, but he’s trying 
to keep things light. 


“Pancakes or cereal?” he asks me, sounding more like a 
human being by the second. The tough guy, growling 
madman act being turned down just a notch, and I think it’s 
because he finally has what he wants. 


Me, alone. 
Almost. 
I hear myself shuddering still as I breathe in to speak. 


“Cold?” he asks, and his wolfish grin returns as his eyes 
trace down to my pink disc nipples, sticking out like two 
extra fingers from my already inflated chest. 


He taps the heating and pulls out after checking both ways, 
even though there’s no one around. If it were anyone else, 
I’d be nervous for a different reason, getting into a car with 
a stranger and all that. But with Dane, it’s the nervous 
anticipation of what I hope, what I hope I know is coming. 


Which, if I play my cards right, will be him right up inside 
me. 


Oh god, I can’t be this wet and not have him notice. 


His low growl lets me know that he knows, on some deeper, 
finer chemical level, he knows. And I think we both know 
it’s only a matter of time before the sparks stop flying and 
this fire really gets burning, good and proper. 


But yeah. Breakfast at four a.am? I’m up for that. 


His hand on my thigh makes me jump and I almost hit my 
head on the roof. He doesn’t flinch, only pressing his huge 
hand deeper into my softness. 


“Pancakes or cereal?” he asks me again, his voice like 
caramel and I swear I just made a pool in his bucket seat. 


“Pancakes, bacon and maple syrup.” I tell him, matter of 
fact, squirming a little as I’m not sure if I need to pee or if 
I’m actually about to come in my panties. The deep 
throbbing from the V8, his voice and being so close plus 
talking about food now? It’s lighting up all my pleasure 
centers. 


“T know just the place,” he says and pumps the gas, making 
me let out another one of those weird sounds which makes 
him grin harder. I chance a look over at his lap, which is as 
thick as my arm by now. 


I’m not dreaming, this is real. 


I’ve died and Dane is the angel of death come to take me to 
heaven. 


I can’t fucking wait! 


CHAPTER SIX 


I don’t scare easily and coffee doesn’t do much for 


me, but damn. If I don’t feel jittery around this girl as we 
walk together to my car. Alone with her at last. I thought I’d 
be a demon and tearing at her clothes, commanding her to 
strip and show me all that creamy loveliness she’s packing 
underneath. 


But once we’re alone, my urge to protect her and take her, 
although great, is softened by a new feeling. The comfort of 
being near her, enjoying her presence and her company. 


I have a raft of things I will do to this girl, mark my words, 
but I want to get to know her some first, too. I want to find 
out who she is as a person, what she likes. And then... I can 
hardly focus on the road when I consider the ‘then.’ 


My dick’s riding up like a second gear shift and I know she’s 
peeking. Her tits are like stiff melons, aching for my touch 
and I can hear her breathing all over the place. 


Asthma? I fucking doubt it. I know that sound, it’s the sound 
of want, need. The sound I’ve only ever dreamed of hearing 
from a woman like her. 


I’ve been married to the job, and the mob for what feels like 
half my life. In fact, it’s a little over half. 


Where does the time go? 


“So... you married?” she asks suddenly, breaking my train 
of thought, just as I was imagining her legs spread wide, 
begging me to put my cock in her one more time. 


“No,” I almost shout, “and no girlfriends either,” I assure 
her just as quickly. 


She sighs. 


Relieved. And I watch my fingers gripping the wheel, 
counting the seconds until they can be gripping her. 


It’s not too far, and my favorite restaurant is easily found on 
autopilot. 


“Interesting restaurant...” Sophie says, almost sarcastically, 
but the look in her eyes is one of complete anticipation. 


The gate to my house swings open, and I slow a little as we 
pull in, they close automatically as I park right by the front 
door, the paved drive arcing around the whole front of the 
house. 


“You live here?” Sophie says, disbelief in her voice as it 
punches the air between us. 


Leaning over, I feel her recoil and shudder again, my arm 
brushing what feels like a bullet under her blouse as I open 
the glove compartment. 


“My spare key...” I explain, truthfully. In all the excitement 
of leaving the house half asleep, I forgot my regular set of 
keys. 


Her bionic nod is so abrupt, so strained, it feels like she’s 
sitting on a grenade and I’ve just pulled the pin out from 


under her. 


“You okay?” I breathe into her, not even trying to give her 
space. 


I could live this close to you forever Sophie. I could 
transplant myself.. joined forever... 


She makes a little sound. A noise so slight, delicate but 
sweet that I hear my own body making its own sound in 


reply. 


Our faces, close together, fall forward and I can finally feel 
the tender warmth of her breath, about to press fully 
against my lips. 


The rush of blood in my ears is so intense it takes a moment 
for me to realize she’s saying something. 


“Dane... Dane?” she says, almost urgently, like something in 
her is about to break. 


“Shouldn’t we...? She stammers, gasping as she glances 
towards the house. 


“Uh, yeah, of course!” I exclaim, pulling myself back from 
her, confused as to why we aren’t a tangled ball of Sophie 
and Dane yet. 


Maybe she doesn’t appreciate being hit on by her dad’s 
lawyer... 


Maybe she just doesn’t want an old man wheezing on her... 
Shut up! She wants it... she needs it, look at her! 


Sure! How many of your illustrious clients have said the 
same thing, trying to beat fifteen to twenty five. 


I hear my caveman voice coming back, the only defense I 
have against her dealing with me at such close range 


without actually taking my dick out and begging her to 
touch it. Commanding her to sit on it so I can come the 
bucket’s worth I feel welling up inside me, aching to be 
joined with her. 


“Breakfast,” I ask, and then smile. Looking at her chest 
again as I say it, she looks flustered, almost confused and 
unable to sit still. I think she might need to go to the 
bathroom or something, until the ‘or something’ registers 
fully and I get a direct line of her arousal again in my 
nostrils, sending a warm trickle from the tip of my rod, 
which I’m sure is showing through my pants by now. 


I don’t care, I hope she can see it. I hope she can see what 
she’s doing to me. 


I get out, and holding the door open for her, I see her eyes 
widen. First at the sight of the house without the tinted 
windows of the car, and second, she spies my thick hard on, 
straining through my pants. She reaches out, and I move 
myself forward, wanting her to touch me there, but she’s 
just trying to get out of the car, caught up in the seatbelt. 


“Ugh, I’m so stupid,” she murmurs, and I feel that stabbing 
pain in my heart again. 


I lift her out of the car with one hand on hers. “Hey, don’t 
say that, okay? You’re not stupid,” I tell her, not even trying 
not to sound disappointed she’d even think that about 
herself for a second, “you just got caught in the seatbelt. 
C’mere...” 


I straighten the top of her blouse for her, letting my hand 
linger, wanting to touch her in so many other ways. 


Biting her lip with her teeth again, she looks up and away, 
focusing on something unseen, a feeling. A place. The 
feeling in the place I know we’re both headed. 


The only stupid thing to do now is to deny what’s between 
us, to try and prepare and eat breakfast before the 
inevitable happens. Like trying to stop waves from breaking 
on the shore, we’re destined to come together, I can just 
feel it. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


ophie 


If we get to pancakes, let alone bacon and cereal, I’ll know 
it’s not gonna happen. 


But I’m not thinking of food right now, my stomach’s a knot 
and the buzzing in my chest matches the one in my ears. I 
can’t even feel my legs anymore, and that marine park 
between my legs? Just fucking touch me already so I can 
explode and be done with it. 


I can see Dane’s in a similar situation. I’ve never even had a 
boyfriend, but I know most guys don’t go about with raging 
hard-ons, dripping at the prospect of breakfast with me. 
Especially me. 


He gets us inside and tosses his keys onto a marble table by 
the door, the huge entrance hall lights up automatically but 
all I can see is him, getting bigger. Closer, until I realize I’m 
actually moving over to him, 


I’m actually doing this. I’m going for it and I don’t care if 
It’s... 


Dane’s mouth is over mine before I know it. He feels a 
hundred times better than he smells, which is still freakin’ 
awesome and even better, he tastes like my new favorite 
flavor. 


I work my hands over as much of him as I can take in at 
once, none of it enough because my body’s screaming out to 
have all of him inside me. He lifts me up like I’m made of 
nothing, and with the looseness of my skirt I can feel some 
relief as I press against his hardness, my legs wrapping 
around him like fingers around a club. 


“T want you Sophie...” Dane growls in my ear, his stubble 
scratching my neck before he bites me, making me squeal, 
grinding down on him through our clothes, feeling his huge 
hands frantic over me, as much as mine are over him. 


I know we have a lifetime together somehow, but the 
urgency of everything is overwhelming. The biological need 
to have our bodies naked and joined is impossible to deny, 
but we each want to enjoy this magic. The first touch. Our 
first kiss, which feels more like a poorly shot porno on 
Adderall, but I’m loving every second of it. 


“T... thought... you didn’t...” is all I can manage, but Dane 
corrects me. 


“Oh, I do, Sophie... I well and fuckin’... truly do... want 
you...” 


I feel a sting of self-consciousness as he forces a hand up my 
blouse, snapping my girls free in a split second, but the 
sound of wonder mixed with his groans of approval as he 
feels me flesh on flesh for the first time makes everything 
else disappear that isn’t his hands where it counts. 


I can feel him moving out of the entrance hall, kicking open 
a door without effort and flicking the switch as he mouth 


fucks me, the room’s moving backwards and the whole 
world’s spinning. Dane is the center of a whole new 
universe for me. 


Dane lowers me onto his bed and I feel myself holding him 
tighter than ever, suddenly not wanting to let go, needing 
him to hold me. He’s trying his best to free himself, my 
blouse and his pants, all at the same time and we both end 
up laughing, breathless as we butt foreheads trying to find 
the same passionate rhythm that will actually undress us at 
the same time. 


With both his huge hands around my butt, he squeezes my 
cheeks so hard that I yelp with pleasing agony. “That’s one 
ass grab that I owed you,” he snarls, and uses his hands like 
claws to wrench my skirt and underwear down. I lay back, 
letting him do what he wills, thrilled by his every movement, 
his every expression as he considers me in various stages of 
undress. 


He takes his time to study me, to please me with his hands 
and mouth and to make me feel like I’m worth it. His own 
gasps, growls and grunts of pleasure are matched by my 
own, until finally, he’s on his knees between my legs which 
he pries apart like an explorer who sighted the promised 
land for the first time. 


Jesus Dane, no pressure or expectations. 


My anxiety returns. For god’s sake, the man’s built like an 
Olympic athlete. But my own mind, my own body... 


My own fears of being with anyone for the first time. 


I never look at myself naked, and being naked with another 
body as perfect as Dane’s, it gives me a chill suddenly that 
makes me feel too exposed. Too naked. 


I’m primed to have him pleasure me, any way he wants. I 
want him to, I really do, but I just freeze up. 


Dane reads me and stops to make sure I’m okay. 


“We can slow down if you want, Sophie... I’m just... I mean, 
what you do to me, it’s... He shifts himself and I catch sight 
of his erection, bobbing against his washboard abs. The 
faintest line of hair down to his man meat. His perfect tan 
and my god, those muscles... 


What the fuck is wrong with me? When does this ever 
happen? I'll never have this chance again... 


“Pm a virgin.” I hear myself blurt out, my legs locking 
together so hard I can practically hear a bolt being drawn 
across. 


Dane’s hands grip my thighs from the outside, and he holds 
my legs together, kissing my knees. 


“T thought so, it’s okay... I shouldn’t be rushing things. We 
can slow down...” 


But I pry my legs open myself, and grabbing the back of 
Dane’s head, feeling the softness of his hair in my fingers, I 
pull his head down towards my aching center, wanting 
nothing more than his mouth on me, his tongue deep inside 
me. 


“T want this,” I gasp. “I need this... now...” 


His growl is inside me within seconds. His whole mouth 
over me, like the breath of life to a drowned woman, I’m 
renewed in an instant. Every part of Dane’s magic, his 
delicacy that was on my mouth is now manifest on my 
swollen lips, gently parted by his tongue which he expertly 
navigates inside of me. Somehow managing to tease my 


stiffness from its hood and caress it as gently as if he knows 
just how sensitive I am to his every touch. 


I whimper his name in warning, my climax coming so 
swiftly, so hard that it feels like something being drawn out 
of me by his magic. The cure for my ache. The homecoming 
for my longing. The opening of the way that I feared would 
always be shut. 


He’s ready, eager and waiting with renewed vigor, lapping 
up my essence as it runs from me, shuddering and 
twitching from me in spurts. A release of a lifetime of 
shouldn’t and mustn’t, cleansed in an instant and devoured 
by the king of men, the most noble beast of the plains. The 
most exquisite specimen of alpha male, Dane Bradshaw. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


D i 


If this is the pancakes and maple syrup she was talking 
about, then I’m an all-day breakfast kinda guy. Starting 
today. 


I can tell she’s hung up on herself, her body. But damn, if 
she isn’t the finest specimen of womanhood I’ve ever seen. 
Hips that I can actually see, a chest I can hold and still have 
change from. So soft, so smooth... 


And soon to be all mine. 


I can’t get enough of her, and as she comes in my mouth for 
the first time, I hold both her hands with mine, resting on 
her things and squeeze them tight, telling her she’s okay. 
Signaling that we’re only just getting started and I can’t 
wait to pleasure her until she begs me to let her rest. 


I let her get used to the intensity of pleasure, but I know 
she’s far from done, even in the oral store. She’s been 
window shopping, tried a sample, and now she wants a case 


of Dane’s tongue to take home and try for thirty days, to 
make sure she’s satisfied. 


And TIl help her see to that. 


After her third climax, she’s tugging at my head, signaling 
me to come up for air. We kiss again, and I feel so proud of 
her, wanting to taste herself on my mouth. She greedily 
sucks her own pleasure from my mouth as happily as I 
delivered it. 


n 


“My turn...” she says coyly, sitting up on her elbows. Eyes 
agog at the sight of my aching meat, so hard and literally 
streaming precome. 


I want her to take me in her tiny soft hands, into her mouth, 
but I know I can’t waste a drop of my seed outside of her. 


Something in me has clicked, and it’s totally reproductive. 
My urge to fuck her is one thing, my need to create life 
within her is the new drive, and I know it’s the only way to 
stake my claim properly. To breed her. 


“What is it?” she asks, her eyes getting that question look 
again, the one that makes her doubt her magnificence. 


“I want to come so hard for you Sophie, so heavy... but...” 
She sighs, “But...?” 


“But it has to be inside you, seep up inside you... so we 


n 


can... 


Her essence is on my mouth again, making us both groan as 
she kisses me harder than ever. I know she wants it, but 
she’s confused too. She’s had the entrée but needs some 
time before the main course. 


I get that, I really do. 
My itching, aching cock on the other hand... 


“You can’t even let just a little bit out,” she says innocently, 
not meaning to tease me, but I can’t help but scoff. 


“Tt just doesn’t work that way, baby... Once this goes off...” I 
shudder at the thought, already twitching as she brushes 
me lightly with her body. 


I growl deeply, clenching my teeth and fighting with all I 
have to prevent myself from following the direct order from 
my second brain, my animal General. My commander in 
chief. 


Obeying direct orders, I resolve that we have to wait. I want 
it to be special. More than just a four a.m. fumble that she 
might regret. 


But I know she wouldn’t. I’m just old fashioned I guess. I 
want her to have everything, but she doesn’t have to have it 
all in twenty minutes. We have time. 


rll make time. 


“Breakfast...” I rumble, noting her pout and her hands 
trembling as she lets them stray over herself. 


“Are you mad?” she asks, and I feel like I’ve been shot. 


“No, Sophie. No. Just hurt you’d even think that... We’ll do 
it when you’re ready, and when I do...” I let my eyes tell her 
the rest, but hers stray to the sight of my perpetual 
hardness, and I can see she’s fighting more with herself 
than I can ever know. 


Either way, we’re both gonna need our strength, and I’m 
suddenly hungry. 


Breakfast awaits, and I have the perfect opportunity to use 
the super kitchen I never use. Living alone, I rarely bother 
to cook, even though I love to. 


I get things going and, thankfully, Sophie comes in a few 
moments later, having helped herself to one of my business 
shirts, with nothing else on underneath. 


I feel an egg break in my hand, the warm yolk running from 
my fingers matched by my own constant arousal for her. 
But I force myself to focus. 


“Need a hand?” she asks, again innocently. But each of her 
questions, the sight of her, it’s all her, here in my house 
finally, I can hardly see from the red and white pulses 
flashing behind my eyes. 


“How do you have your eggs?” she asks, angling for another 
line of questioning. 


“Steak.” I reply, slapping a huge twenty ounce slab of beef 
on the chopping block, which I cut in half, her eyes grow 
wide and she purrs, with a new kind of hunger. 


It’s all I can do to shift my own focus. From fucking to food. 
Meat and eggs. 


My meat, her eggs. Scrambled. But we’ll have to work our 
way up to that, it seems. 


Pancakes, with fluff and sweet syrup. I haven’t got any, but 
hot meat and eggs, I have a ton of. 


“Meat and eggs, okay?” I tell her more than ask her and she 
nods licking her lips as she savors the sound of beef sizzling 
in a red hot cast iron skillet. 


I have bacon too, which I toss in a little later, but this is one 
protein based breakfast and I think I’m going to need this 
much every day to stop my balls from drying up once I start 
to pump my girl full of what she’s needing. 


My girl. Sophie. 


I stop at the thought, which makes me smile more than 
anything. 


“What is it?” she asks me, wondering what’s made me so 
happy all of a sudden. 


“You,” I tell her truthfully, and lean over to kiss her, 
dangerously close to forgetting food again and so wanting 
to continue eating from her own buxom buffet. 


“How do you want your meat?” I ask her, turning the tables 
a little. 


n 


“Anyway you want to give it to me...” she retorts without 
even thinking, sitting on a stool, rocking herself slightly as 
she smiles at me, watching and waiting for her meat. 


CHAPTER NINE 


ophie 


I’ve never been so turned on watching a guy cook. The fact 
that Dane’s completely naked helps, but I quickly realize 
how hungry I am once I see the food, and how much of it 
there is. 


Dane Bradshaw is a man who knows what he wants, and I 
can just tell he likes to eat as well as he likes to do 
everything else. And if his cooking’s half as good as his 
tongue lashing... 


I fight the urge to squeal out loud several times as he 
prepares breakfast. Slowly getting used to the idea that this 
is actually happening, and to me. 


A steak the size of a plate, with creamy scrambled eggs and 
crispy bacon. And coffee. Dane has excellent taste in coffee 
too. He percolates a specially selected blend while the steak 
sizzles and I just rock in my chair, hovering in nirvana, still 
clutching my ticket stub from the cunnilingus express and 
waiting for whatever he wants to give me next. 


He watches me the whole time we eat, and I still feel a little 
self-conscious. Eating in front of someone isn’t that different 
from having them see your legs wide open, not really. Not 
the way I like to eat anyway. 


But Dane being Dane, picks up on that, and before long, 
he’s smacking his lips and licking his fingers so much I 
know he’s giving me social permission to relax. 


He doesn’t judge me for being me. Not one part of me, and 
I realize as I eat with total content, that I love him. 


Not just physical love. That’s not hard to do with someone 
who looks like Dane, but a real, heartfelt connection. 


It’s what drew us together a few hours ago and I just know 
it’s the same magic that will keep us together from now on. 


With a whole different series of mouthgasms out of the way, 
I offer to wash up but Dane shakes his head, loading up a 
dishwasher which appears like magic from underneath the 
counter he’s been working at. 


“Your only job is to be beautiful and enjoy yourself,” he 
informs me, looking concerned as I stifle a yawn. 


It suddenly hits me that he might want me to leave. Since I 
didn’t put out. Isn’t that what guys do? I don’t even know. 


I suddenly feel bad for not going all the way with him and 
now I feel like doing one thing only, sleeping. 


I need a solid ten hours, even on a good day and I’ve missed 
a full day’s sleep already. Regular, familiar panic starts to 
rise up inside my chest. And I wish it was reflux, but it isn’t 


“You'll stay here, Sophie. With me.” He reassures me 
instantly, reading my mind again. 


I hear myself breathe out, once again letting Dane squash 
any routine harmful thoughts I might be having as he 
steamrolls over them with his calm and reassuring 
presence. 


I’ve gotten so used to seeing him naked, it’s a shock when 
he leaves the kitchen to put on a robe. 


“I’m cold,” he says, smiling and hugging me. Bringing me so 
close to him so I can smell us both, mixed together with the 
remnants of a good, no. The best steak I’ve ever had. 


“I'm tired too,” he announces. “Can we just...?” 


But I’m nodding already. My ideal, dream man has just 
proved his worth yet again. 


He’s still hard for me when we lay in his bed, he pulls a 
coverlet over us both as he spoons me from behind. I can 
feel his huge body, his arms, his huge everything pressing 
against me. 


It’s the most amazing feeling, knowing he’s there and he 
always will be. We can do other stuff, once we’ve had some 
sleep. But for now, he’s eaten me out, then fed and bed me. 


What more could a girl possibly ask for? 


I can hear Dane’s low voice, echoing through my body as he 
tells me dad’s going to be fine. How he has a day or two to 
work something out, before I feel myself slipping into the 
best dream about Dane cooking. 


Naked, he serves me up the biggest steak with scrambled 
eggs and bacon. 


Didn’t he just do that? 


But dreaming it again all over is twice as good the second 
time ‘round. 


The sounds and smells of Dane’s house, of him before I even 
open my eyes is enough to put a smile on my lips. 


I make a mental note to find out which cologne he uses and 
vow to buy an industrial sized bottle of it. The dreamer in 
me is making irrational decisions before being fully awake. 


I can hear his voice somewhere, deep and resonant. And I 
can hear a shower running. I can also hear a female’s voice. 
Making me suddenly bolt upright, clutching the coverall 
across my naked chest. I’ve spilled all out of the shirt I slept 
in, tangled myself and have parts of me moving all over the 
place that I can’t get a handle on, still being half asleep. 


Following the sounds, I stub my toe on the edge of a 
strange bed in a strange house and stifling a growl, I notice 
its broad daylight now. The whole room and house beyond 
sparkling with natural light. Dazzling rays of light which 
gleam of marble, leather and polished wooden floors. 


The smell of fresh coffee is tempting, but I need to know 
who that woman is, where that sound is coming from. 


Bitch. 


Whoever she is, she’s not welcome. Not in my new Dane 
world. 


I can hear Dane still, over the running water and ping of 
water on hard marble. He sounds calm, in control. Dane 
Bradshaw. The very thought of him makes me wet enough 
to dribble again, and I strain to hear what or who he’s 
talking to as I tiptoe through his stadium sized room. 


The tinny crackle of a speaker phone sets at least one part 
of my mind at ease straight away. 


It’s alright, there’s not a real woman in there with him... 
phew, but... 


Fucking bitch. Scaring me like that. 


I want to tell myself it’s none of my business, but I feel 
suddenly angry. Furious that Dane would be talking to 
another woman, even on the phone. And in the shower? 


I push the door open, catching sight of a hideous looking 
cow faced woman in the huge mirror over the sink. Her 
shirt is wrinkled, one of her boobs is out. She looks like 
she’s been dragged through a bush. 


It’s me. 


Good morning, man of my dreams. Would you like a cup of 
hot mess? 


And there he is. Sleek, shimmering and perfect. Naked 
under the shower jets, with thick white foam lazily running 
over his ripped torso and streaming like come from his 
thick cock which bounces in time with his movement as he 
scrubs his scalp with lean, precise fingers. 


“I know, Mom... I know. Look, gotta go, okay? I have a big 
day... alright. Love You...” 


I watch my cow face shrink in the mirror. I feel like a fool on 
the one hand, but relief like nothing else on the other. 


CHAPTER TEN 


D i 


“That you, baby? I got soap in my eyes... get in here will ya, 
I wanna say good morning... or rather... good afternoon. 
We slept like the dead.” 


I hope to hell it is Sophie. If it’s a man come to whack me, 
he’ll have one helluva story to tell over slivovitz with his 
buddies tonight, but something tells me she’s there. I can 
feel her. Like a part of me now. 


At home. 
Our home. 


“T heard voices,” she says softly, a little edge to her voice. Is 
that jealousy? 


I smile to myself, rinsing the soap under the steaming 
water, eager to see her. Needing to see her again. 


“My Mom, Sophie. Not what you’re thinking. I think she’s 
hung up by now, you wanna make sure...just check the 
phone there.” 


I can see her now, seconds before I feel her body melting 
into mine. A full body, naked hug first thing with my girl. I 
don’t think I’ve ever felt so damned happy in my life. 
Complete. 


I have the house, car and more money than I know what to 
do with, but having Sophie here. Having her this close to 
me now. I feel rich for the first time in my life. 


A trillionaire. 


“I knew it was your Mom,” she lies, gasping as my dick 
presses into her belly, springing to life in the three 
heartbeats that race through my whole body as soon as I 
see her naked in front of me. 


“T woke up and didn’t know where I was for a second...” she 
says, holding me tighter and I can feel she needs hugging 
more than anything else right now, which is fine by me. 


“Your dad’s gonna be okay,” I tell her again, really not 
knowing what that even means anymore. I mean, he will be 
okay, but I just don’t have the same drive as I might for any 
other client’s freedom right now. 


The sooner he’s out of jail, the sooner he’ll come for his 
daughter, and I kinda like her just fine where she is right 
now. 


And from now on. 
“T know he will be,” she mews, “He has you on his side.” 


I flinch internally a little. Guilt? Maybe. I know how Mickey 
Falon feels about his daughter. I helped get her back to him 
all those years ago. Hell, she would’ve been a baby, and me? 
A very young attorney, fresh from his bar exams. 


But I can’t tell her that part yet. She might even know it 
already, but I doubt it. 


“What is it?” she asks, looking up at me and I can see the 
tenderness in her eyes. It makes my own heart melt. The 
tough guy act I’ve worn over the top of my two thousand 
dollar suits all these years. It’s not who I am on the inside. 
Not really. Sophie makes me, she Jets me feel who I really 
am for once. 


I thought I wouldn’t like it, but with her by my side, and on 
my front, I like it just fine. 


Sophie Bradshaw 


Yes. The name has the perfect ring to it, and reminds me. 
I’ll need to start thinking about putting a ring on her finger 
as soon as I can. I need to claim her properly, but I need to 
guarantee she’s mine, for the whole world to see her as my 
woman. 


My wife. In a very real and legally binding sense. 


“Tm just thinking,” I tell her truthfully, kissing the top of her 
head and jumping a little before growling with pleasure as I 
feel her hands straying to my fat cock, which seems to have 
been doing some thinking of its own while I was away 
planning our future. 


“T just wanna look at it... feel it...” she says dreamily. 
“T’ve never seen a real live one y’know, before...” she coos. 


Her sweet talk is like a current to the steel in me. In a 
moment I’m harder than I thought possible without actually 
breaking something. She’s stroking me so delicately, lifting 
and kneading my taut balls, blowing her sweet breath on 
my tip as the warm water crashes down on my insane 
arousal. 


I want to grab her hair, to put myself inside her mouth and 
have her blow me until I fill her throat with my hot come. 


But I know I can’t. 
Not yet. 


I clench my jaw, putting the tip of my tongue to the roof of 
my mouth. An old trick to delay my climax. Doesn’t seem to 
be working right now, so I gently lift her back up, tilting her 
chin up to me with my thumb. 


“If you keep doing that, we’ll have nothing left to make a 
baby with,” I warn her, noticing her eyes sink downwards. 


“What’s the matter?” I ask her, panic rising. 


“What if our baby looks like me more than you?” she says 
and I can feel the crease in my brow so deep it almost 
hurts. 


“What! What did you just say?” I ask her, not wanting to 
believe my ears. 


“T mean, look at you Dane... You’re fucking perfect and 
I’m... I’m just...” 


It hurts to see tears in her eyes as she tears herself away 
from me, stumbling to turn and get out of the shower, out of 
the bathroom. Away from me. 


But I’m not having any of it. Not even once is she going to 
think like that in our house. Not ever again. 


“Sophie, c’mere...” I gently grab her elbow, pulling her back 
towards me. Back into the warmth of the shower, back to 
my heart, which I hold her against like never before, vowing 
to myself to never let her go, no matter what. 


“T want you, Sophie... and I want our babies, together. 
You’ve got to stop looking at yourself and seeing things you 
don’t like... I like what I see. Can’t you feel that?” I tell her, 


flexing my cock so it pulses harder against her in 
agreement. 


“T just never thought... a guy like you...” she continues, still 
holding back tears. Her pain is killing me. 


“What do I have to do, Sophie? Tell me. How can I prove 
how much I...” and I hear myself stop. Not because I can’t 
say it, but because I’d rather show her than tell her. 


I’d rather let her feel just how much I love her, rather than 
just say a word. 


“See?” she stammers, “you can’t even say it... it’s just like 
everyone who thinks they want me... as soon as their eyes 
see the rest of me... the real me... they run a mile, 
laughing... or worse.” 


“Oh, no. No, Sophie. No!” I say, holding her face with both 
hands and kissing away her tears. 


“I love you. I do. I love you, I love you, I love you... 
understand?” 


But she’s stuck in the past somewhere, back in a time 
where someone or something convinced her she’s anything 
less than perfect. 


“Tell me what happened,” I command. Reminding myself I 
have a few things I need to tell her too. 


Now not being the best time. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


ophie 


It’s not something I like to think about, and certainly not 
something I ever thought I’d be relaying to a stud muffin 
like Dane in the shower, long after the fact. 


But, there was a boy once. Sort of. A stupid crush really, 
when I was first in college. And he was nowhere near the 
level of Dane either. Not even in the same universe. 


I was naive and thought that if a boy said he wanted a date, 
he was serious about the whole boyfriend girlfriend thing. 
But my first and only experience at trying to find a mate 
was... less than perfect. 


“Tell me what happened, Sophie,” Dane urges me again, 
like he knows that once I tell him it won’t have the same 
power over me anymore. 


The water seems to go cold, but only in my mind, and I hear 
myself relaying what happened to Dane. 


“It was my first year of college... We had to find a study 
partner for the semester, lab partners for a project...” 
Dane’s eyes narrow and he’s growling a little already, just 
at the thought of anyone else being anywhere near me, 
which I find strangely soothing. 


“Anyway, there was this boy... He was the last one left after 
everyone else had chosen their lab partners, and he wasn’t 
too happy about being stuck with me.” 


Dane’s scowling, “What’d he do?” he asks, his jaw 
clenching, like he wants to go hunt this guy down and make 
mincemeat from his balls. 


I feel better already, and just as I expected, telling the story 
makes it seem far less than I think it actually is. 


“Well, we had a few study meetings, after class. And by the 
third or fourth time, this guy, Rick, starts to stare at my 
chest a bit. I thought it was a signal, like how boys let you 
know they’re interested or something.” 


I can see Dane’s the one struggling now with my story. I’m 
not trying to upset him, and he did insist on me telling him. 


“He just put his hands on me one day,” I tell him, “Slid his 
hand right up my sweater and tried to kiss me.” 


“What did you do?” Dane asks me, almost accusingly. 


“T told him where to get off,” I let him know swiftly, the 
memory of that kid, that imp, compared to Dane. It’s 
disgusting. 

“So what happened?” Dane asks. 

“Same thing that happened every week after that, once 
Rick spread the rumor that I begged him to fuck me, there 


were dozens of pictures from the internet, all with really 
heavy girls... all with little speech bubbles... pictures people 


started to think really were me, asking this guy if he 
really... I hate iť I wish I never told you now, it’s so 
stupid...” 


I feel the tears coming back, I can hear all those cruel 
freshman kids, laughing behind my back wherever I went. 


“Even one of my tutors laughed,” I tell Dane, who’s so tense 
by now his hands are fists, his breathing is hard and heavy 
and not in a good way. 


“If I ever... Where are these people now, Sophie? Huh?” 


His reaction isn’t what I expected, and it makes me feel like 
everything I went through was worth it. It shows me that 
Dane really does care. He cares so much he’s angry about 
stuff that happened to me long before I even met him, or 
before he even knew who I was. 


I watch as his whole expression changes. He softens 
somewhat, as if he’s reliving some memories of his own. He 
holds me close to him again, and I feel warmer. Safe. 


Loved. 


I’ve never felt it before, but I know this is what it is, there’s 
no mistaking it. 


“We’ll be prunes if we stay in here much longer,” I say, and 
we both laugh a little, the mood lighter and me feeling 
better for getting my reasons for being so weird off my 
chest. 


“Thank you for telling me Sophie,” Dane says, switching off 
the shower and holding up a huge towel which he wraps 
around me before he grabs a robe for himself. 


“People can be so cruel, but I don’t want to see you down on 
yourself because of that anymore, okay?” he says firmly. 


“You’re mine now, and how I see you, how I feel about you... 
well...” he smiles, a hungry look coming back into his eyes, 
giving me a flutter which travels south, straight to my 
center. 


“T think I’m in love with you, Dane Bradshaw,” I hear myself 
telling him, not even scared of what he might think or what 
the world would say if they heard me. His smile only 
broadens and he squeezes me so hard I do squeak. All the 
air pressed out of me as I deflate in his huge arms, 
breathing in some more of that wonderful scent. 


“What is that cologne you wear?” I ask, finally having to 
before I forget again. 


“I don’t wear cologne,” he says, looking at me strangely. I 
move over to the soap, then the shampoo, everything I can 
think of that would have that smell that it could be, should 
be in his bathroom, but it’s not the same. 


Dane just smells like that... 
He’s not going anywhere. I’m going to make sure of that. 


“T gotta do some work.” Dane informs me, and I feel a stab 
of rejection, which he quickly smooths over with a deep, 
lingering kiss. 


“T mean, from home. And with you in my sight.” 


I smile, feeling special that he’d make his day revolve 
around me, but the thought of my dad returning slowly too. 
I have things to do as well, but hey. The world can wait. 


Dane Bradshaw. World’s number one excuse right now. 
Plus, he’s working to get my dad out of jail. 


“You mean getting dad out of jail?” I ask, double checking. 


“Uh... yeah. Sure,” he says. Looking sideways for just long 
enough to make me doubt him before he smiles his magical 
smile again. 


“Of course getting your dad out of jail,” he exclaims, and he 
scoops me up, whisking me off my feet and carrying me 
back to the bedroom, throwing me onto his bed and making 
me bounce. 


I watch his robe falling open, seeing his hardness all over 
again, making me forget anything but how much I want 
him. How much I really do need him now. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


D i 


The look in Sophie’s eyes as she hits the bed, her body 
bouncing in time with the bobbing of my aching dick. We 
both know it’s time. 


Time to claim my girl. Time to make her a woman. 


I wanted it to be special, and it is. We don’t need a fancy 
hotel suite or expensive stuff in our way. We’ve got each 
other and that’s all that matters now. 


“Now?” I ask her, just wanting to double check, to be sure 
she’s ready for what’s coming to her. 


She nods feverishly, biting her lower lip and making such a 
sound, that I’d be a fool to think she wanted anything else 
right now. 


It’s just the attorney in me I guess. I’m surprised I don’t 
make her sign a waiver, check her ID. But I know who she 
is, and I know exactly how old she is. And just for now, I 
need to put all that to the back of my mind. The part of her 


family history that’s really none of my business until she 
wants it to be. 


I want us to make our own family, starting. Right. Fucking. 
Now. 


Pulling open her towel, I see everything I want in a second. 
And I don’t just want to claim her for now. I want Sophie 
forever. 


Our eyes are locked and I barely register getting naked 
myself, climbing onto the bed and hovering over her. 


Straight away she has me gripped in her hands, her legs 
spread wide for me and pulling me towards her entrance. 


I have a thousand things I want to say, to ask. But our 
bodies are running on autopilot, there’s no stopping or 
hesitating the bonds in nature that simply must take place. 


Her eyes focus. I’m not bashful, nor boastful, but with her 
petite entrance compared to my size... It takes some doing 
but every inch of my entry makes her eyes widen, her gasps 
louder and her growling purrs deeper. 


She can take it, and gets most of me inside her before I 
start to feel her slippery tightness starting to twitch on me 
already. 


She jerks and a fresh gliding wetness washes over us both, 
letting me push all the way inside her. She grips my ass and 
I take hold of her generous hips, grateful for the perfect fit 
of her body against mine as I hear us both sigh in ecstasy as 
I feel her coming on my cock for the first time. 


It’s different than with my mouth on her, and she struggles 
to breathe for a second, her whole body tense, then 
relaxed, then tensing again as she grips me with her pussy. 
Convulsing as I gently keep moving in and out her sweet 


pussy, keeping her coming and finally feeling the 
satisfaction of giving it to her like she deserves. 


I can see the change in her straight away, the girl, shy and 
filled with self-doubt, a woman now. Filled with something 
else, she grins the grin of someone who’s found their happy 
place. The feeling and tenderness between two people that 
has no words to describe it, only that magical feeling, and I 
feel honored to be able to show her the way. 


Her trembling body regains some composure and I can feel 
her silent determination to help me reach my own climax 
inside her, but I want to please her first, again. 


Again and again, I want to see that smile on her face, hear 
her moans and groans and know that she’s never gonna get 
it so good from anyone or anything, as long as she lives. 


She lifts her ankles up, hooking them over my shoulders, 
making me feel harder than ever, my whole body tense for 
her, making sure she gets the full Dane Bradshaw 
experience, visually as well as physically. 


I know she gets off on my muscles, but what she has to 
learn, has to appreciate, is how much I get off on just seeing 
her body. Her full, soft, smooth body that’s made to just 
melt right up against mine. Like yin and yang, we make the 
perfect fit and it’s the best feeling in the whole world, just 
to be inside her. 


Her grunt of approaching climax makes me so proud of her, 
so happy she’s getting into me pleasing her like I want to. I 
know she wants to feel me explode inside her, but for me 
the thrill isn’t in the chase or the finale. It’s in seeing her 
sweet face, flushed and determined, even a little frustrated 
as she works towards her next wave of release. 


Once I start to feel the sheen of my sweat making us extra 
slippy, I know she wants to shift it up a notch. She’s ready 
for my seed inside her, her eyes and her whimpering, her 
claws on my back begging for it. 


Needing it. 


Keeping myself inside her, I roll over onto my back, letting 
her ride me for the first time, and the whole house fills with 
her echoed cries as she swears, then starts to shout my 
name, instantly pumping up and down on me, the relief 
mixed with growing pressure we both feel is incredible. 


Her stuttering gasps turn into short, guttural cries and she 
holds both my hands, using them and my strength to hold 
her upright as I feel my own thick heat rising quickly, my 
cock starting to buzz and twitch as I growl, my balls rising 
up, starting to deliver everything I’ve been holding back 
just for this exact moment. 


She gasps my name, and I swear out loud, unable to hold 
back any longer. 


“Ah! Fuck me Dane, fill me up... give it to meeee... 
Daaaannnneeee!” 


Hearing her own uncontrolled cries as she jerks and thrusts 
down onto my impossibly hard cock, pushes me over the 
edge. My cock twitching and pulsing deep inside her, as her 
pussy tightens with a force that makes me exclaim out loud 
in disbelief. 


Disbelief that I could even feel so much, and totally amazed 
at her body, her control and most of all, her sweet 
tenderness as we share this incredible moment together. 


Our first time together, her first time ever. 


I’m her first and she’s my forever as of right now. 


There’s nothing between us anymore, and only things to be 
added as time goes by. New ways to explore and love each 
other, new ways for me to show her that she’s mine. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


ophie 


By the time Dane comes back to bed, from making his calls 
and getting us some more food, I’m dozing. I could wake 
up, but I feel pleasantly suspended in that space between 
sleep and reality, the same feeling I had just before, when it 
felt like I was leaving my body as Dane and I shared our 
first climax together. 


I can hear him moving quietly back into the room, not 
wanting to wake me. The tray and what sounds like plates 
or bowls making a little sound, but I also know he can’t help 
himself. He brushes a wisp of hair back from my face, 
making a low sound again as my smile twitches. 


“I got cereal,” he says, whispering hoarsely. 
I make a tiny sound, torn between cereal and sleep. 


“.,.and some ice cream,” he says, and I see his huge smile 
as my eyes dart open. I’m up and he’s not kidding me. 


Dane serving me ice cream and cereal, wearing nothing but 
grey sweatpants is enough to have me checking my pulse. 


Still alive, so why the ‘died and gone to heaven’ feeling all 
over again? 


It is real, and he’s here. You did it and he most certainly did 
you, girl. So just quietly and calmly eat the cereal and ice 
cream... 


My waking dream is way better, and I let Dane spoon feed 
me a couple of mouthfuls before deciding it’s just easier, for 
both of us, if we just feed ourselves. 


His appetite is bigger than mine, and I frown at the thought 
of a man like him putting away so much food when I rarely 
allow myself to eat for fear of blowing up overnight. 


“T’ve made some arrangements... for your dad,” Dane says, 
stifling a mischievous grin and focusing on his rocky road 
instead. 


“And...?” I ask, dying to know the details, but he gives me a 
raised brow and a stab of his hand towards my bowl, telling 
me to keep eating. 


“You need your strength, Love.” He reminds me, and his 
smoldering look is really a warning of the future stuffing he 
obviously has me lined up for in his mind. 


Thinking about dad, him getting out of jail. It makes me feel 
awkward all of a sudden. 


“Should we even be...?” 
But Dane has it covered. 


“You’re his... stepdaughter, right?” he asks rhetorically. “I 
can do whatever you want me to do.” 


It makes me smile to hear him say that so thoughtfully, but I 
can’t help wondering why he’d say stepdaughter. I am my 
dad’s stepdaughter, but hearing Dane say it like that is just 
odd. 


“Soooo. When can I see him, when will he be out on bail?” I 
ask, and Dane again has it all covered. 


“Just leave that to me, okay? We can go see him today if you 
want. I kinda need to be there for something anyway, in a 
couple of hours?” 


I nod, still not sure exactly what he means or what he’s up 
to, but trusting him completely. 


His cell chimes and instead of growling like I think he will, 
his eyes light up and he grabs it straight away, stepping out 
of the room again to stroll about his huge house as he takes 
the call. 


I can tell it’s not his mom or any other woman this time. 


Mob phone calls have a certain vibe, I know this because 
I’ve heard my dad take a thousand and Dane sounds like a 
consummate performer as he walks his own beat. He 
sounds confident marching to the tune of his own drum. I 
don’t blame him, one look at him and I’m willing to do what 
I’m told. I’m sure his clients feel the same way most of the 
time. 


I know I shouldn’t, but just like in the police station, I’m 
dying of curiosity and my ears strain to hear, while Dane’s 
are probably burning. 


“...1 know it’s not the usual way of doing things... is he 
really? Well! That changes everything... I really appreciate 
it Mr...” 


I only catch snippets of what he’s saying as he moves from 
one area of the house to the next. Sometimes he raises his 
voice and other times it’s like he’s whispering to make sure 
I can’t hear anything. 


I have no idea who he’s talking to, but he’s not on speaker 
this time. After a few minutes it sounds like he’s making 
another call, more official, to the police station. He lets 
them know he’ll be in and it even sounds like there’s a 
break with dad’s bail. 


Once he comes back into the bedroom, I know he can just 
tell I’ve been listening, but how can I help it? There’s 
nothing else going on and I’m worried about my dad. 


“Tt’s all set,” Dane assures me, “Well. Some things are,” he 
grins to himself, clapping his hands and then leaning in to 
kiss me, licking the ice cream from his lips I must’ve had on 
my chin, making me blush. 


“What exactly is my dad supposed to have done?” I ask 
Dane. Suddenly feeling a sense of dread as it all becomes 
more real that apart from the good part, meeting Dane, 
there’s still an awful side to this past twenty four hours, my 
dad in jail. And I just know he can’t be guilty of anything too 
serious, it’s just so unlike him. 


“T can tell you that they’re felony charges, Sophie. I won’t 
sugarcoat it,” Dane says, but his smile makes me confused, 
then a little angry. 


“What’s so funny about that?” I ask, not trying to hide my 
mood. 


“The funny thing? You'll have to wait and see,” he adds 
cryptically. 


“T want you to trust me, okay? Your dad too, you both need 
to just play along with the process and trust me on this 


one... I promise your dad will get off, and I promise we'll be 
together. It’ll all be over before you know it, alright?” 


I feel myself nodding, having no idea what I’m even 
agreeing to, but as long as dad’s okay and I get to have 
Dane as a permanent fixture in my life, I really couldn’t care 
how he makes it happen. 


I do know one thing though, dad will be incredibly pissed 
about me and Dane. He’s always been super protective of 
me. 


“We have a little over an hour to kill,” Dane says, cocking 
his brow and my eyes go straight to his candy cane, the 
sweetest thing in my world right now and the only thing I 
want. 


For a whole hour? 


Count me in. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


D i 


It’s called being ‘the kid.’ As in baby goat kid. 
The scapegoat. 


Nobody wants to be the kid, but sometimes the mob, or 
anybody who works in those circles, just has to pull a name 
out of a hat, literally. When needs must, and someone has to 
take the fall for any number of reasons, to give the real 
perps time to get out or to change their story, whatever. 
The kid is always summoned. 


As soon as I got the call the night before, I knew in a second 
that Mickey Falon was the new Kid on the block. 


A herd of one, he was suddenly in the loneliest pen in the 
petting zoo. You see, when you’re the kid, nobody wants to 
help you. Nobody will help you. Because... you’re the kid. 


Involving myself directly with a kid is dangerous, and I’ve 
never done it. But then again, I’ve never known one, nor 
have I had certain and sudden interests in the kid’s kid. In 


this case, it’s Sophie. I want her, and I will have her. I'll 
have her dad’s blessing too, whether he knows it yet or not. 


I just need to make a switch, so to speak. The kid’s been 
summoned, the tars stuck. I just need to do a switcheroo. 


Something else that’s never usually even considered, let 
alone talked about. Once the kid’s been picked, that’s it. 


No returns. 


“T know it’s already been decided, Mr. Benetti. I’m aware of 
the process, and the importance of it...” 


He’s given me the courtesy of a direct phone call to discuss 
my little problem. Benetti is the one man in the city who 
can, who could, switch a kid, if anyone was ever bold or 
maybe stupid enough to even do that. 


He owes me more than one favor, and without even asking, 
he also knows I wouldn’t be bringing this up unless I 
wanted to cash in all my chips. 


a 


. and with respect, I’m willing to see our previous dues 
reset, paid in full.” I tell him, literally pinning a target to my 
own back if any of this goes wrong. 


I’m pacing my house, not because I’m one of those types 
every time a phone gets put in my hand. I’m pacing 
because, maybe for the first time in twenty years, I’m a little 
on edge when dealing with the mob. 


I’ve got connections, and I’ve got something, real evidence 
on all of them. Past, present and future, and they all know 
it. It’s better for them to hire me as their legal 
representative than have Dane Bradshaw working against 
them. 


Once word gets out that I’ve reneged on one, they’ll all 
want to know what I’m really up to. It’s fine to have 


something over someone, you just can’t ever use it or ask to 
change the terms mid-stream when it’s something to do 
with a kid. It’s just not done. 


It’s not polite. 


“You wanna wipe my slate clean, and all I have to do is put 
another kid in the pen?” Benetti asks, not even hiding his 
suspicion or sarcasm. 


“Put one in and take the other one out,” I stipulate, making 
sure I’m clear in my terms, even though we’re talking in 
code. 


Because we are talking in code. 
“Why?” Benetti says, point blank. Offended. 


“I have my reasons...” I hear myself saying, wincing and 
shaking my head straight away. 


Number one crime boss in the city, my reasons don’t mean 
shit and he tells me so. 


“Fuck you and your reasons. I need a good fuckin’ reason to 
start fucking goats Bradshaw... gimee at least one or I'll 
forget we ever had this conversation.” 


I puff air out through my cheeks, looking at my reflection in 
the large glass doors overlooking my Japanese style 
courtyard. 


I have to tell him the truth, otherwise he won’t help me, 
even though we both know I have a ton of dirt on him and 
his whole family. 


“Because I’m in love with the kid’s daughter...” I sigh. And I 
wait a full ten seconds for his guttural belly laugh, for his 
derisive abuse, for his spite. 


But it doesn’t come. 


There’s something in the tone of my voice that’s real, and 
he picks up on it. 


“You really love her, huh?” he says, and I hear his own 
breath shudder for a second as he breathes in and out. 


“Lemee tell you something, Dane. I loved a girl once... I did 
something I shouldn’t have to make sure we could be 
together. I put my life, and that of my family on the line...” 


Silence. 


“And what happened?” I ask, feeling myself standing on the 
balls of my feet. 


“I got her. And I love her to this day... she’s my fucking 
wife.” He says, almost choking with emotion. 


I feel the closest thing to a heart to heart connection to 
another man for a split second, a clear line from one man 
who loves his woman to another. But just as quickly, and for 
the sake of business, it’s gone. Severed. 


“Who do you have in mind to be the new kid?” he asks. 


“Don’t make me choose another one, you gotta have a solid 
replacement, something that’ll stick and help me out.” 


“T got one,” I say firmly, suddenly having a flash of insight, 
remembering something, someone from the police station. 


“Who is it?” he asks, losing his patience. 


I’m struggling to remember the name, but I know enough 
of the details to have Benetti figure out who I mean. 


“Good choice,” Benetti says, almost sounding reasonable. 
“Been wanting to pin something on that shit for years, 
y know? He’s got an internal affairs investigation pending 
too, this might just be good for all of us.” 


But he catches his tone starting to sound friendly. 


“Give me an hour Dane. And don’t tell a soul what we just 
spoke about.” 


“And our... ?” 


“After this, we’re through. I don’t even want to see your 
face in this town, not on my side of the street anyway.” 


I see my reflection smiling. 

“Oh, and Dane?” 

“Yeah?” 

“Once you get her, never let her fuckin’ go.” 


The line goes dead. Benetti hangs up, his stamp of approval 
on what’s probably the end of my career in this city. 


Heading back into the bedroom, I have an idea of how I 
want to spend my hour while I wait. 


And no Benetti, I don’t plan on letting her go anytime soon. 


Not ever. 
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“Are you trying to fatten me up or something?” I ask Dane, 
who wants to stop for food on the way back to the police 
station. 


“No. I’m just hungry,” he growls, eyeing my top half 
through my new top. He wanted to take me shopping for 
new clothes rather than go all the way back to my place, 
which is on the other side of town. I shopped, he paid and 
made a few phone calls. It's way better than having to wear 
the same thing I had on yesterday, and something I’ve 
never done before. Shopping instead of just changing. I love 
it. 


I’m in no real position to argue with the man, he has 
everything I want, and my needs, he meets with the 
simplest of decisions. It’s like having a living genie in a 
bottle that doubles as my new best friend and lover. 


“T could use a burger.” I muse softly to myself, tracing my 
fingers through my hair, looking at the sunlight through the 
strands, realizing how much brighter the day looks. How 


much more colorful everything is since Dane came into my 
life. 


I realize how closed off I’ve been most of my life. In one day, 
Dane’s managed to help me see that life’s here to be 
enjoyed, not skirted around and certainly not looked at 
from the level of having my head facing down the whole 
time. 


“Burger sounds great,” Dane echoes, checking his watch. 
He seems on edge, and I think I even saw him watching the 
clock as he was drilling me back in the bedroom. 


I thought he might be doing some macho self-timing, how 
fast can I get my girl to come on my dick routine, but my 
eyes were rolling so far back in my head, I hardly even 
noticed. 


He can keep time, count them off, it’s fine by me. 


“T just gotta keep an eye on the time,” Dane says, reading 
my mind again. “So we can get to your dad on time.” 


“Stepdad,” I remind him. I love my dad, but I know he 
adopted me. It’s not a secret. 


I catch a look of pain in Dane’s expression, just for a second. 
It’s the same look as before, whenever I mention the word 
dad or stepdad. 


“Alright. Mister,” I challenge. “Out with it. There’s 
something between you and my dad, from the past, and it 
somehow involves me so...” 


My face is friendly enough, but Dane doesn’t want to play 
my game. He loses some color in his face and tries to 
change the subject. 


“You want a shake with your burger?” he asks feebly, losing, 
because he knows it’s too late now. We’re too close to have 


anything between us. 


“I wanted your dad to be the one to tell you,” he says softly, 
putting his hand in mine. 


“T thought he already had, but I guess not...” 


I feel a mild surge of panic growing inside me, like there’s 
something terrible about to happen and that somehow it’s 
all my fault. 


“What is it Dane? Tell me,” I ask him. “I’m in no mood for 
games now, or burgers and shakes.” 


“A long time ago... I was called in to represent your dad, on 
a similar sort of case...” he says, sounding like he’s walking 
on eggshells in his mind as he chooses his words super 
carefully. 


“Your dad’s always been a bit of a kid at heart, Sophie. I’m 
sure you know that... and when he met your mom, well. It 
didn’t go down too well. You see, she was the daughter of 
someone very...influential. High up in the political stakes.” 


I feel the pit of my belly collapse, like it’s falling out of me 
somehow. 


“My mom?” is all I can say, trying to figure out how any of 
this, even with Dane could be possible. 


I’m adopted. My step dad adopted me when I was a baby, 
he kept me when my mom left that’s what I’ve been told my 
whole life. I don’t even remember my mom, it's always been 
my step dad and me. 


Dane pulls over, into a burger joint, but we park so he can 
finish his story. He’s so sincere about it, and he looks like he 
knows how alarming it is for me to hear this. 


“Your dad... your real dad. He got your mom pregnant and 
her dad, being the guy he was at the time, had your dad set 
up. Framed for something so he could be put away, while 
your mom was to be sent away to have her baby. You, 
someplace else.” 


I feel my head shaking. None of this is making any sense to 
me right now. 


“What are you saying Dane? Is my stepdad my real dad? 
How is that even possible?” I can feel my hands starting to 
shake in time with my head, an emotion so old, as old as I 
am working its way up from my core, threatening to come 
out as a painful croak at any second. 


“I was fresh out of college, had just passed my bar exams...” 
Dane continues, looking out across the parking lot as 
though it were time and space itself. 


“T had no legal clout, but I did, and still do, have mob 
connections. In short, I was the court appointed attorney 
for your dad, and after hearing his side of the story, I 
decided to step in. I cut a deal with your mom’s dad and I 
owed a certain other family a lot of favors as a result too... 
it’s complicated but we did it.” 


I feel my mouth hanging open. All this time, all these years. 
How could... why would my real dad pretend to be my 
stepdad? 


Dane answers for me, “The deal was, once you were born, 
that your dad, Mickey Falon could adopt you, but only after 
you’d been put up for adoption, legally. Once your mother’s 
maiden name and her family association with the birth had 
been made anonymous, harder to trace. I set it up so your 
dad could get his daughter back and have the charges 
dropped. He would adopt you and just pretend to be your 


step dad to be safe, to cut any ties completely with your 
mother.” 


“You did that for dad. Why?” I ask, still unsure I even know 
exactly what he’s just told me. 


“Because, and this has to stay between us Sophie,” he tells 
me, squeezing my hand. 


“That woman on the phone before, when I was in the 
shower? She’s my mom. My stepmom,” he says. In one 
word, explaining every reason he had to help my dad make 
sure his daughter got to stay close to at least one of her 
parents. 


“I know what it’s like not to have real parents, Sophie. I love 
my stepmom, I really do, but I also know the power, the real 
connection of keeping family together. You and your dad, 
he’s got his daughter and all he had to do was put a ‘step’ in 
front of his true title to keep it that way, a small price I’d 
Say.” 

“Why didn’t he ever tell me?” I hear myself saying, trying 
not to cry, but feeling the tears coming anyway. 


“Because your dad’s a man of honor, and the family we 
made our own deal with, they’re about to help us both out 
again, so not a word of this to your dad, okay? At least not 
for a while. 
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She should be mad, furious even. But Sophie’s so sweet, she 
totally gets that her dad, her real dad, was just doing what 
he had to do to keep his daughter. A lot of guys his age, 
back then might have run a mile from the responsibility of 
being a single parent, but not Mickey Falon. 


I used it as an excuse to have something over him for a 
while, true. That’s just how I rolled back then, still do really, 
but what really cut me to the quick at the time, was seeing 
a father go to extraordinary lengths to keep a family 
together, even without his daughter’s mother, while I myself 
would never know who my own parents ever were. 


Selfish, I know, but that’s just me I guess. A real selfish 
bastard. 


Sophie leans over and kisses me on the cheek. 


“What’s that for?” I ask. 


“You play the tough guy pretty well, Dane. But doing what 
you did, all those years ago for my dad, for me too, I mean. 
It’s just incredible.” 


Pd do it again in a heartbeat, for anyone, and I know. 
Looking at Sophie, knowing that she’ll be mine, that fate 
sure does have a strange way of handing out rewards, as 
well as punishments for some people, no matter their own 
past, present or future. 


Which reminds me, we’ll both be late if we don’t hurry up. 


I resign myself to letting Sophie and her dad have their own 
little talk later on. For now, I have to get his ass out of that 
jail, so I can explain to him just how things will have to be 
from now on, meaning me and his daughter will be a 
permanent fixture together, with no interference from him. 


How he responds to that is up to him, but it’s safe to say 
that my mind’s made up and I know Sophie’s with me too. 


“You’re not mad?” I ask her, pulling out, back into traffic. 


“That we didn’t just get burgers, or about the whole dad, 
stepdad thing?” she asks, punching me in the arm. 


I groan aloud, “Sorry baby, do you wanna...?” I start to ask, 
but she can see we need to get someplace, burgers can 
wait. 


That someplace, is back at the police station, right at the 
moment that they... 


And we’re right on time. 


As we walk onto the first floor wing, where all the 
detectives work from, I can hear him before I see him. 


I’m glad we didn’t wait for burgers. We would have missed 
my favorite bit. 


Detective Jonah King. And it sounds like he’s just met his 
whale. 


I pull Sophie closer to me as we round the corridor, almost 
running straight into the same detective who hauled Mickey 
in. The same a-hole who wanted to be smart with me while I 
was trying to get acquainted with my woman. 


He’s being led away by what looks like federal agents, they 
have their own charge sheets too, I’m led to believe. 


Nasty. 


“You.” He bellows, launching himself forward as one, then 
two guys twice his size hold him back from me by the cuffs 
behind his back. 


He grimaces in pain, the foam flying from his mouth as he 
spits venom at me, obviously he’s having a very bad day. 


“You set me up, you son of a bitch!” He screams, “PrI kill 
you, Il kill you and your whole fucking family!” 


The feds bustle past us, restraining him with little effort, 
but I can’t help it. I have to lean in a little extra close as he’s 
led away. 


“...Your royal highness...” I give him a farewell with a wink, 
and watch with growing satisfaction as he continues to 
shriek conspiracy and his innocence all the way down the 
hall. 


“What was that all about?” Sophie asks, looking a little 
shaken, but not too upset, maybe feeling a little like I do, 
that it couldn’t have happened to a nicer guy. 


“Dane?” She asks looking up at me, “What just happened?” 


I open my mouth to speak, trying not to smile too broadly, 
when another, older and much calmer detective greets us. 


“Mr. Bradshaw? Ms. Falon? I’m glad you’re both here... 
seems we owe you both, and your father an apology... 
please. Come on into my office, let me fill you in.” 


After a few awkward moments and a refusal of coffee and 
donuts, we’re allowed an insight into what just occurred by 
the senior detective. 


“It would appear that uh... detective King has been under 
investigation for some months now, for a number of things, 
least of which include the felonies, minus the assault 
charge, which your father was convicted of, Sophie.” 


I interrupt him in my best and most rehearsed, litigious 
voice. Pure baritone and straight out of Perry Mason. 


“Are you saying that my client’s been held and charged 
unlawfully?” I exclaim. Sophie looks more confused than 
ever. 


“Your client’s paperwork is being processed just now, Mr. 
Bradshaw. I was hoping we could just... with no need to 
pursue the assault charges. I’m thinking Mr. Falon can go 
home, right now... how ‘bout that?” he asks, looking like a 
guy who needs to catch a break. 


I look over to Sophie, who’s nodding her head, and then 
asks where she needs to sign. I could draw it out a little 
longer, but I figure the sooner we all get out of here the 
better. 


“T would like to see my client before we leave,” I tell the 
detective, “Just for a few moments, to ensure he’s aware of 
his rights.” 


The detective frowns and looking at the clock he agrees. 
“Just for a moment, but it’s really unnecessary.” 


I stand up, over him slightly. 


“Pl be the judge of that, detective. Unlawful arrest, 
detaining without proper charge, refusal of bail and access 
to my client..the state, the department could have a 
fairly...” 


“Alright, alright!” he cries out, “just make it snappy. I’ll have 
some papers for you to sign too, I suppose. Follow me.” 


I ask Sophie to wait in the hall, bringing us both back some 
fond memories of the day before, and I make my way in to 
see Mickey Falon, man to man for a few minutes before we 
finalize his release. 


“Just a few minutes, Sophie, then we can all go home, 
okay?” 


I ask her. 


She hugs her elbows nervously, looking suddenly cold, but 
she agrees. I can tell she wants to hug me, to kiss me again, 
but the thought of her dad has made her a little distant. 


Time to set that straight. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


D i 


“What did you do?” Mickey asks me, eyeing me suspiciously 
as soon as I let myself into the interview room. He’s 
uncuffed, cleaned up and even been given new clothes by 
the looks of it. 


“They even gave me some money to go home with,” he 
marvels, looking like a man who’s waiting for the catch, the 
trade-off for such a good end to a very bad day. 


“Sit down, Mickey.” I tell him, and seeing the look on my 
face, he does. 


“T’m not gonna jerk your chain here,” I tell him. 


“T made a deal with someone, a certain family member, to 
get you out, got you replaced with another kid. 
Understand?” 


Mickey knows the mob well enough to understand alright, 
and even though we’re alone, he looks around, rubbing his 
wrists where the cuff marks are still fresh. 


“Yeah, Dane. I understand. What do I need to do now? To 
make it right?” 


“Simple,” I tell him. 


“You'll agree to be Sophie’s best man. As well as give her 
away. At her wedding.” 


I’m deadpan, but deadly serious. 


Mickey has the same confused look his daughter’s been 
sporting for the past half hour. 


“Wedding? What the...” 


“T told her what happened, Mickey. All those years ago. She 
knows you’re her real dad, not just her stepdad who kept 
her. I didn’t tell her what happened to her mom, because 
well. Because I don’t know.” 


The color drains from Mickey’s face, he makes a fist and 
starts to stand. I stay seated, ready for whatever’s coming 
my way. I can take it. 


I watch Mickey tense, then relax. He takes a few deep 
breaths, then helps himself to some water from the pitcher 
on the table. 


“You had no right...” he says. 


“But what the fuck are you taking about... her... wedding?” 
he asks, looking totally confused. 


I stand up. 


“Pm not asking Mickey. I’m telling. I love Sophie, I’ve 
claimed her as my own and I intend to make her my wife.” 


He falls backwards into his chair, he knows this is the only 
real condition of his release. The self-appointed attorney 
that also acts as judge and jury, but can also play 


executioner if he wants. Mickey’s getting off light, picking 
up a son and walking free. “Pretty good deal,” I say. 


“What choice do I have?” he asks, looking past me, over my 
shoulder, as if asking the angels of mercy which just seem 
to follow me everywhere. 


“None.” I inform him, “and you can thank Don Benetti for 
switching kid goat places for you, turns out that asshole 
detective did more than set you up, he’s been giving the 
Benetti’s a toothache for some years, so win-win.” 


“But... you just take my daughter from me, and then tell me 
you’ve revealed I’m her biological father, not her 
stepfather?” he asks helplessly. 


I nod, frowning in agreement. 


“That’s it, you catch on quick, Mickey. Good for you. Shall 
we go? I promised Sophie I wouldn’t keep her too long, plus 
I’d rather get going before too many more questions get 
asked, if you know what I mean. Lotta feds in this building, 
which I kinda wasn’t banking on... Shall we?” 


Plus I have a burger and shake appointment with her 
followed by another dicking I think she’s well overdue for 
by now. 


“Do you love her, Dane? That’s all I gotta know. Don’t be 
doing all this as some sort of revenge, payback thing, or 
using it to make me do something I don’t want to, not using 
Sophie, please.” 


He’s genuine and I feel worse than if he’d just come out and 
hit me with his fists. 


“Do you really think I’d hurt Sophie, Mickey? I only told her 
about you being her real dad because Sophie and I have no 
secrets, not anymore.” 


Mickey looks down at his feet. “I would’ve told her, Dane... 
but then I would’ve had to explain everything. I thought she 
would love me less, knowing what happened when we were 
young... all that business with her mom’s family. 


“And as far as loving her, why do you think I got your ass out 
of here? If I wanted her all for myself, I could’ve swung it 
the other way. You could be rotting in a cell somewhere, 
waiting for a trial that never comes... No Mickey. I love 
Sophie, you’ve got no case there. I love her and I’m taking 
her home.” 


He holds out his hand, and I have to take it, giving him a 
firm shake before embracing him as family, part of our new, 
slightly unusual family. 


“And hey?” I remind him, “Don’t breathe a word about me 
proposing. I haven’t said a word yet. Deal?” 


And with that, we shake even harder, until the door behind 
me swings open, Sophie falling into the room again, her 
eavesdropping no match for her chest against that low lying 
door lever. 


“Did you just propose to me, Dane Bradshaw?” she asks, 
looking flushed, her eyes darting from me to her dad. 


I feel a little more exposed than I would have liked, and 
before I can say anything, the detective’s back with some of 
that paperwork to sign off on, finalizing my client’s release. 


“Argh, what the hell,” growl, and I get down on one knee, 
taking Sophie’s hand in mine and looking up the short 
distance between us as I kneel down. 


“It was supposed to be a surprise, but I had to get your 
dad’s blessing first...” I start, and the detective stops in the 
doorway, rolling his eyes but staying quiet enough so I can 


do this properly. A man only has one chance to ask his 
woman the right way. 


“T can have a lot of things in this life, Sophie, and I’ve had a 
lot already. But since I have you now, nothing else really 
means as much as the thought of living without you as my 
wife. I’ve got your dad’s blessing, but what I want is your 
heartfelt, truthful answer. I need to know that this burning 
ache inside me, this fire I have in my heart for you... I need 
to know that it’s the same for you as well, that we can keep 
this magic between us going, every day for the rest of our 
days... I want you more than anything Sophie, and I’m 
happy to die trying, to find out if we can’t make better every 
day, just the two of us. What do you say? Will you marry 
me?” 


It takes her a few tries, but eventually she finds her voice. 


I kiss away her tears and stroke her face and hair, all the 
while whispering how much I love her as she repeats the 
same thing over and over again. 


“Yes...” 
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“Oh my god! That’s the guy...that’s him. Holy shit!” I hear 
Sophie exclaiming from the lounge, and I rush in to see 
what’s the matter. Her face glued to the huge plasma 
screen, one hand over her mouth. 


“What is it baby? Whats up?” But I can see she’s 
speechless, watching the guy on the news being led away. 


“..the intern laboratory assistant has been linked to a 
police corruption ring, including high level officials 
implicated in extortion, bribery, illegal gun trading and 
illicit drug manufacture... the clandestine laboratory found 
in the man’s apartment building, which he claims wasn’t 
there when he left for work this morning... he’s been 
refused bail and will appear in court at a date yet to be 
set...” 


“That’s the creep who started all those rumors about me in 
college...” Sophie gasps, “He’s a damned criminal after all, 
how about that.” 


“What?” I ask, sounding amazed and astonished, “He’s the 
one who said and did all those horrible things, all those 
years ago? Well, that is strange... very strange indeed...” I 
try not to smile, but can’t help it, and once Sophie catches 
on, she’s not too bothered about it either. 


“Just tell me you didn’t Dane...” 


“Alright,” I lie, “I didn’t,” which technically, I guess I didn’t. 
But a certain family I happen to know, they might have had 
something to do with it, but how would I know? I have 
nothing to do with them anymore. 


“Speaking of hardened criminals,” I ask her, lifting her up 
from the couch by her hands and planting one on her lips, 
“How’s your dad doing... since your little talk, I mean?” 


Sophie sighs. Mickey was all for the marriage, he’s been 
really supportive of our being together, but he can’t forgive 
himself for what he calls ‘living a lie’ for all those years, 
making out he was Sophie’s step dad instead of her real 
dad. 


“I mean, what’s the difference, really?” she asked him, but 
Mickey being Mickey, a little too proud for his own good, 
just wanted to beat himself up over it all for just a little bit 
longer. 


Plus there’s the business of Sophie’s mother. I think that’s 
the real issue. 


Turns out still waters run deep, and even after all these 
years he still has a thing for Sophie’s biological mom, who 
he managed to track down to a convent in France. She’s 
happy to connect with Sophie, often wondering what 
happened to her only daughter, but she’s a woman of faith 
now, and has taken a vow of celibacy. Her wealthy family 
connections did what they thought would keep her out of 


the society papers all those years ago and sent her off to a 
nunnery. She actually liked it, found her calling and has 
stayed there ever since. 


“He'll still be okay for the wedding, I hope?” I ask her, really 
meaning it. I want Mickey to be there, for me as well as his 
daughter, I’m looking forward to having a real dad of my 
own, even if he is ‘just’ an in-law. 


“He’ll be fine,” Sophie reassures me, reassures us both and 
I kiss her again, living for the day it can be the kiss that 
makes her my wife, officially. 


“You okay, baby?” I ask her noticing her pull away from me, 
making me check my own breath against my hand as she 
rushes off to the bathroom. 


“Honey, what is it?” I ask her once I go check on her. 


“Must’ve been that fish at lunch,” she says, shrugging it off 
and trying to put on a brave face. 


“T had fish too hun, I feel fine,” I tell her, starting to worry. 


“If you feel bad in the morning, we’re going straight to see 
the doctor, alright?” 


“Alright,” she nods, looking a little less green but still peaky. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 
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I kind of knew it was coming, I’m relieved to know now, in 
the end. It was starting to get harder and harder to hide me 
throwing up every five minutes. Poor Dane, he really 
doesn’t get it. He thinks he has some sort of tooth infection 
or terminal halitosis. Every time he’s gone to kiss me lately, 
I get a gag reflex and it sets me running for the bathroom. 


Sitting on the edge of the bath, looking at the blue strip of 
the pregnancy test, it all makes sense. 


Proof even. 
Evidence. 
Exhibit A for my in house attorney. 


I know Dane said he wanted kids, I know I do too, lots of 
kids, but our wedding’s in a few months. How am I gonna fit 
into that dress we’re having made if I keep growing. 


“Honey. You home?” 


I feel my heart flutter in my chest, it's great news. It’s 
better than great, but I’m scared. Thrilled, excited and over 
the moon, but still scared. 


I have a paper due in two days as well, and I haven’t even 
started. My online college subjects ballooned into a degree 
after Dane talked me into following my dreams and paid for 
the whole four years tuition, as a ‘surprise.’ 


“Honey!” 


I hear myself croaking a sound, all the stress and pressure, 
mixed with the incredible joy and relief I feel at finally 
knowing I’m going to be a mom. Me! A mom. 


He’s in the doorway, then in front of me, on his knees as he 
takes the pregnancy tester in his own hands, putting two 
and blue together. 


He’s over the moon, like me, but so concerned as well. 


“Honey, what is it? Are you alright, tell me you’re okay,” he 
commands me, and I focus, snapping out of my fears, all 
those insecurities and other hormonal tricks I sometimes 
get sucked into lately. 


“Dane?” I ask, almost wondering if any of this is real. 


“We’re gonna have a baby... I’m gonna be a daddy and 
you're a mommy!” 


Looking at each other, we both have tears in our eyes as 
Dane picks me up, lifting me right off the ground as gentle 
as a lamb, holding me as tight as he dares, but just as close 
as I need him right now. 


“I love you Sophie, I’m so proud of you... We’ll make the 
best family ever, you'll see... don’t worry about anything.” 


I’m speechless. In shock and suddenly, not feeling sick 
anymore. I kiss Dane harder and longer than I have in ages, 
and he lets me know how relieved he is to know it wasn’t 
him putting me off. 


“I could never be put off by you, Dane,” I tell him, resting 
my head against his chest. 


“You’re my hero, and I love you. I love you both so much.” 


“Both?” he asks, and then catches on, letting his hands join 
mine on my belly as we hold our precious new life together, 
waiting to welcome the first edition to our new family. 


“What about the wedding?” I ask him, suddenly concerned 
again with all the day to day planning, the cost, now with 
the baby on the way, it seems like more pressure than ever. 


“T need you to relax, Mommy Bradshaw,” Dane says firmly, 
lifting my chin up with his fingers and pecking a kiss to my 
lips. 


“We’ll take everything one day at a time, starting with you 
not stressing... and relaxing by putting your feet up, 
attorney’s orders!” 


And with that he scoops me up, carrying me back to the 
lounge where he plants me on the couch, switching off my 
laptop and telling me I’m officially on holiday. 


He brings us both a tub of rocky road each and won’t have 
another word from me, apart from discussing baby names 
and what I want to watch on Netflix. 
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“Daddy! Mommy!” I manage to get us both decent, just in 
time before Jaxon comes flying into our room, jumping up 
onto the bed, trying to fly the kite he’s managed to get from 
somewhere, inside. 


“Good morning, son and Merry Christmas!” I exclaim, 
holding him so tight he squeaks like a toy himself in my 
arms. 


“And just what have you got here?” mommy asks him, 
admiring the pretty good effort and deducing it can only be 
one thing. Opening presents from under the tree early. 


“Dis un’s from Gampa!” he shouts, and we all laugh, Sophie 
most of all because she picked the kite out specially herself. 


“I think Grandpa’s been changing the ‘to’ and ‘from’ labels 
every time he visits,” Sophie guesses aloud, sitting Jaxon up 
between us, trying not to get poked in the eyes with his 
kite. 


“First thing after breakfast, we can go fly your kite, can’t 
we mommy?” I ask Sophie, knowing it’s up to her how she 
wants us to spend the day. Any time with her and my boy is 
heaven for me. We can be traveling the world, which we did 
do, or just sitting at home, as we are now, propped up in 
bed, opening some presents early and getting ready for a 
lazy day at home, or a magical Christmas with all the 
trimmings. 


It’s all the same to me, because it’s all special, every second 
of it. 


“We can all go fly your kite,” Sophie says, looking out the 
window, stifling a yawn. 


“You wanted to get up early anyway, didn’t you daddy?” she 
quips, punching me gently on the arm, giving me a look that 
says I can finish what I started with her later. 


I narrow my eyes, and smile in promise to her silent 
request. 


“When Gampa coming?” Jaxon asks, starting to jump up 
and down again, his Christmas excitement maybe needing a 
cup of coffee or two before Mommy and Daddy can share 
his enthusiasm in the same way. 


“Around lunch...” I tell him, then looking at the clock. 
“Caterer’s will drop everything off soon anyway, I may as 
well get up... you guys want pancakes?” I ask. 


“And bacon... with maple syrup,” Sophie teases me, always 
reminding me, every chance she gets about our first 
breakfast ‘date’ which ended up being steak and eggs, no 
pancakes. I make pancakes every chance I get by way of 
reparation after the fact. 


“Yay!’ Jaxon screams, and before I can even get one foot on 
the floor, he’s tearing off down the hallway with his kite 


trailing behind him. 


I lean over to kiss Sophie before going out to chase Jaxon, 
making sure the roof stays on the house. 


“Too be continued,” I remind her, never really minding if 
our morning lovemaking gets interrupted. 


“You’re not mad?” she asks, pouting. 
“Why would I be mad,” I ask her, frowning in disbelief. 


“I mean about another Christmas without that ring on my 
finger...” she says. 


I glance down the hall, and seeing Jaxon’s alright, playing 
with a truck now, I take a second to snuggle up against 
Sophie, my wife. 


“Whether I have a ring on your finger or none at all.. I 
asked you if you’d be my wife, I told you how I feel that day 
and you said yes...” I remind her. 


“Now, I know it’s only a verbal agreement... but I’ll take 
that any day over a ring and a big ceremony. So what if we 
keep putting it off. We can do that whenever you want, all I 
care about is having you by my side.” I remind her. 


“Well...” she starts to say, and I know that look. Something’s 
on her mind. 


“What is it?” I ask her, fighting the urge to worry. Our life’s 
so perfect these days, it only takes the slightest crease in 
her perfect face to make me think something’s wrong. 


“Tt might have to wait at least another nine months... until I 
can fit in that dress again,” she says, looking down at 
herself, under the covers. 


“You mean?” 


I ask, trying not to get too excited too soon. But she’s 
nodding and I’m practically squealing like little Jaxon there 
by the time it fully registers. 


“Were gonna be a mommy and a daddy all over again?” I 
ask her. 


She kisses me in reply and I feel like I’ve been given the 
best Christmas present ever. 


“I love you Sophie, I love you so much it hurts...” I say, 
almost getting too carried away that it takes Jaxon jumping 
back on the bed to prevent us from moving beyond the G 
rating we keep it when he’s around. 


“What’s the matter daddy? Why’s Mommy cwying?” 


I hold them both so close. So tight as I feel my own tears 
run down my cheek. 


“Aww... We’re not crying baby, we’re celebrating. Mommy’s 
going to have a little brother or sister for you to play with in 
a few months and we just found out...” 


“Did Santa put a baby inside mommy for Christmas?” Jaxon 
exclaims, as only toddlers can. 


And looking at him, my darling son, and then to my darling 
wife, who mouths the words ‘thank you’ to me, I have to 
agree with Jaxon. 


“T think he did Jaxon, I really think he did.” 
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